




The Htftoryof King Lur\ 

The to© and fro confli&ing winde and raine. 

This night wherein the cub-drawne Beare would couch, 

The Lyon, and the belly pinched Wolfe 
Keepe their furre dry ,vnbonnetcd he runnes. 

And bids what will take all. 

Xwtf.Bjit who is with him ? 

None but the foole,who labours to out-teft 
Hi* heart ftrooke injuries. 

Kent . Sir I do know you. 

And d3re vpon the warrant of my Arte, 

Commend a dcare thing to you, there isdiuifion, 

Although as yet the face of it be couer’d 
Withmutuall cunning,twixt Albany and Cornwall. 

But true it is, from France there comes a power 

Into this fcatterd kingdom, who already wife in our negligence 

Haue fecret fee in fomeofour beft Ports, 

And are at point to fhew their open banner. 

Now to you,if on my crcdite you dare build fo fatre. 

To make your fpced to Doner . you fhall finde 
Some that will thanke you, making iuft report • 

Of how vnnaturall and bemadding forrov* 

The King hath caufe to plaine ; 

I am a Gentleman of blood and breeding. 

And from fome knowledge and a durance, 

Offer this Office to you. 

Gent.l will talkc farther with you. 

Ke»‘.No do nor. 

For confirmation that I much more 
Then my outwall.open thispurfe and take 
What it containes,ifyou fhall fee Cordelia, 

As doubt not but you fhall,(hew her this ring, 

And fhe Will tell you who your fellow is. 

That yet you do not know,fie onthis ftorme, 

I will goe feeke the King. 

Ge«r.Giue me your hand, haue you no more to fay ? 
Kent.rcvj words,but to effc& more then all yet. 

That when we haue found the King, 




The History of ting lew. 

He this way, you that, he that fill! lights 
On him, hollow the other. 

Enter Lear and teole. 

r Blow winde and crackeyour cheekes,rage,blow 

Youcarterickcs, and Hircanios fpout till you d j eacht 

The fteeplcSjdrownd the cockcs.you fulphesous and 

»e«&^ 

Mold,all Germains fpill at once that make 

ln8 Fw/Io Nunckle, Court holy water in a dry boufe 
Is better then this raine water out a doore, . 

Good Nunckle in, and aske thy daughters bleff n a , 

Here’s a night pitties ney thcr wife man nor foole. 

W.Rumbk ihy belly 6«A«“ 

Pleafurc.hcre I ftand your flaue,a poore, mfirme,weake,ai 
Defpifcd old man>utyetl call you feruile . * d 

Minifters that haue with twopcrnitious daughters ioyi- a 

You'i^ghangendctedbauellgainft ahead foold and while 

A S^ahouii^u^»ai^^^j; 

ceece the codpeece that will boufe before the head,has any we 

cry woe, and turnehis fleepe to wake, for there was ncuer ye 
faire womau.but fhe made mouthes m a glaflc. 

Af4r.No,l will be the patterne of all patience, 

I will fay nothing. 

Enter Kent. 

Jle.l.Who-stheie? , : Mt _ 
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